HOME-SICKNESS

Wharfe, where lovely legends wander,
Whose eddying waters purl and ponder
Beneath old bridges ; where a cob
May still shy at a lurking hob.
And Barguest on a gusty night
Puts witches' kittens in full flight.

Nidderdale, where I have spent

So many hours of merriment

Tossing the hay and making cocks

Under the lee of Brimham Rocks ;                  TO

Hearing the snipes5 tail-feathers' drumming,

Tiptoeing for a planet's coming.

Yore, where wall and hedgerow vie

And pasture rivals fields of rye,

Where you may hear the " Gone Away "

Re-echo any autumn day.

And watch the hounds and horses streaming

Across the happy fields of dreaming.

Swale, whose waters ripple down

Past Yorkshire's bonniest little town,              20

Whose castle looks updale to hills

That link up with the Cumbrian ghylls.

Ryedale, Bilsdale, Malham Cove,

Semerwater that I love,

Bishopsdale and Langstrothdale,

Each could tell a thrilling tale

Of Border raiders, and each name

Sets my homesick heart aflame.

For lands to which our hearts are wed

Are thQse where wre were born and bred,      30

And so, until the end, my song

Shall be of dales where I belong.
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